his cheek; her warm, damp breath tickled his face. ... At
last Ordynov felt a gush of hot tears fall from her eyes like
molten lead on his cheeks. He felt weaker and weaker; he was
too faint to move a hand. At that moment there was a knock
at the door, followed by the grating of the bolt, Ordynov could
hear the old man, his landlord, come in from the other side of
the partition. Then he heard Katerina get up, without haste

ie felt

and without listening, take her books; he felt her make the
sign of the cross over him as she went out; he closed his eyes.
Suddenly a long, burning kiss scorched his feverish lips; it was
like a knife thrust into his heart. He uttered a faint shriek and
sank into unconsciousness. . . .
Then a strange life began for him.
In moments when his mind was not clear, the thought flashed
upon him that he was condemned to live in a long, unending
dream, full of strange, fruitless agitations, struggles and suffer-
ings. In terror he tried to resist the disastrous fatalism that
weighed upon him, and at a moment of tense and desperate
conflict some unknown force struck him again and he felt
clearly that he was once more losing memory, that an
impassable, bottomless abyss was opening before him and he
was flinging himself into it with a wail of anguish and despair.
At times he had moments of insufferable, devastating happi-
ness, when- the life force quickens convulsively in the whole
organism, when the past shines clear, when the present glad
moment resounds with triumph and one dreams, awake, of a
future beyond all ken; when a hope beyond words falls with
life-giving dew on the soul; when one wants to scream with
ecstasy; when one feels that the flesh is too weak for such
a mass of impressions, that the whole thread of existence is
breaking, and yet, at the same time, one greets all one's life
with hope and renewal. At times he sank into lethargy, and
then everything that had happened to him the last few days
was repeated again, and passed across his mind in a swarm of
broken, vague images; but his visions came in strange and
enigmatic form. At times the sick man forgot what had hap-
pened to him, and wondered that he was not in his old lodging
with his old landlady. He could not understand why the old
woman did not come as she always used at the twilight hour
to the stove, which from time to time flooded the whole dark
corner of the room with a faint, flickering glow, to warm her
trembling, bony hands at the dying embers before the fire went
out, always talking and whispering to herself, and sometimes